'44   CONFESSIONS OF A YOUNG MAN
the reasons for love, but I confess I only love woman or book, when it is as a voice of conscience, never heard before, heard suddenly, a voice I am at once endearingly intimate with. This announces feminine depravities in my affections. I am feminine, morbid, perverse. But above all perverse, almost everything perverse interests, fascinates me. Wordsworth is the only simple-minded man I ever loved, if that great austere mind, chill even as the Cumberland year, can be called simple. But Hugo is not perverse, nor even personal. Eeading him was like being in church with a strident-voiced preacher shouting from out of a terribly sonorous pulpit. "Les Orientales „ " An East of painted card-board, tin daggers, and a military band playing the Turkish patrol in the Palais Royal . . . The verse is grand, noble, tremendous; I liked it, I admired it, but it did not— I repeat the phrase—awake a voice of conscience within me; and even the structure of the verse was too much in the style of public buildings to please me. Of "Les Feuilles d'Automne" and "Les Chants du Crepuscule" I remember nothing. Ten lines, fifty lines of "La Legende des Siecles," and I always think that it is the greatest poetry I have ever read, but after a few pages I invariably put the book down and forget it. Having composed more verses than any man that ever lived, Hugo can only be taken in the smallest doses; if you repeat any passage to a friend across a cafe table, you are both appalled by the splendour of the imagery, by the thunder of the syllables.es, dark green and golden,
